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my friend, Mr. King and I hired two hacks and
set out, in the hope of reaching Mr. Bulow's
farm towards nightfall, the distance being five
mortal leagues from Hartford, Conn.

Mr. King was an odd sort of sportsman; he
was passionately fond of shooting; but always
when he had killed his bird, he used to look
upon himself as a murderer and give vent to
elegies and moral reflections on the fate of the
victim; after which he would repeat the perform-
ance.

Although the road was no more than an ill-
defined track, we reached our destination without
mishap, and were welcomed with that quiet but
cordial hospitality which is expressed in deeds
rather than words; that is to say, in a very few
moments everything possible was done for the
comfort of men, horses, and dogs, and in the
most gracious manner.

We devoted two hours to an inspection of the
farm and its dependencies; I could describe it all
if I wished, Kut I prefer to introduce my readers
to Mr. Bulow's four buxom daughters, for
whom our arrival was a great event.

Their ages ranged from sixteen to twenty;
they were fresh-complexioned and radiant with
health, and there was a simplicity and unstudied
grace about them which lent a thousand charms
to all they did.

Shortly after our return from the tour of in-